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the Palace/' he declared, on learning that I was Mahmoud
Mobarek Churchward. Then the man left and the Matof
said it would be impolite to keep the Shereef waiting.
I dressed in my Friday best and joined Mahomed Salie,
who had quickly perfumed his beard. We hurried up
a number of crooked lanes. In the doorway of one
shop hung carcasses stamped with an Arabic seal very
like the imprint usual in English abattoirs. This reminded
the Matof, who was in high spirits, of a yarn which he
forthwith told me.

A local butcher had lately been selling a rich and
tasty variety of Kabob, a type of rissole. The price
of the dainty was much below the usual figure, which
had gone up owing to bad times. From the roofs of
houses nearby certain envious competitors watched the
slaughter-yard behind the butchery and discovered the
tradesman preparing mincemeat out of the carcasses of
numerous street dogs which he had somehow lured into
his den.

"What happened?" I asked

"He had his ears clipped/' exclaimed the Matof,
"and after being bastinadoed was put backwards on a
donkey and driven from the town. Since then/' he
smiled, "the Shereef has caused all the meat to be
stamped before it can be sold/1

By this time we reached a very long, eight-storeyed
block, Husein's Palace. It looked extremely plain from
outside, with bare rows of windows, and the premises
resembled nothing so much as a large factory. Passing
a sentry akin to the one who served the Sultan of